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You know, Judith, that I was always more Dreamer
than anything. Now more than ever I dream my dreams.
I am thirty-six years of age and have done nothing with
my life. See Will, who is adding pound to pound with
every breath he draws. Dare I venture into matrimony,
little Judith? Is there any woman would be fool enough
to take me if I asked her . . .?

* Any woman?' thought Judith. 'Will Jennifer?'

The thought struck her with an added pang
of loneliness and difficulty. If Francis married
Jennifer, then he was lost to her, Judith, for ever.
And with Francis gone it seemed to her that she
would be, indeed, alone. But Jennifer would not
have him. She was to make a far finer match than
a poor North Country cousin ten years her elder.

Putting the letter down with a sigh, the world
contained in its pages slipped into incredi-
bility. How unreal, beside her present actual
trouble, seemed that little pasteboard quarrel of
the fan. Will's city life, Bournemouth's waters,
Paine's Age of Reason^ Jennifer's beauty, Prosper's
pride and the rest. There were two worlds, and
the secret of living was to know both to be real!
But it was a problem. So she went out and
rubbed old Ritson's back with ointment, looked
at Tom Ritson's bull that he had bought in Kes-
wick, advised Alice Ritson against young Humble-
thwath of Rosthwaite and stood, shading her eyes
against the October sun, to see Georges ride up
the path with Watson.

What she did see was incredible.

Georges was walking along the rocky path
leading his horse and beside him was walking